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^or you in my refpeft arc nil the world 
Then how can it be faid I am alone , 
When all the world is hecre to looke on me ? 

Dcm. He run from thee,and hide me in the brakes, 
And leaue thee to the mercy of wilde beafts. 

Hel. The wildeft hath not luch a heart as you ; 
Runne when you will,the flory (hall be chang'd : 
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chafe ; 
The Douc purfucs the Griffin, the milde Hinde 
Makes fpeed to catch the Tyger. Bootleflc fpcede, 
When cowardife purfues , and valour flies. 

Demet. I will not ftay thy queftions, let me go ; 
Or if thou follow me* doc not beleeue, 
But I (hall doe thee mifchiefe in the wood. 

Hel. i,in the Temple, in the Towne,arid Field 
You doe me mifchiefe. Fye Demetrius^ 
Your wrongs doc fet a fcandall on my fexc : 
We cannot fight for loue, as men may doe ; 
We fhould be woo'd, and were not made to wooe. 
I follow thee, and make a hcauen of hell , 
To die vpon the hand 1 loue fo well. Exit. 

Ob. Fare thee well Nymph,cre he do leauc this groue, 
Thou fhalt flie him, and he fhall feekc thy loue. 
Haft thou the flower there? Welcome wanderer. 

Enter Pucke. 
Puck* I, there it is. 
Ob. I pray thee giue it me. 
I know a banke where the wilde time blowes, 
Where Oxflips and the nodding Violet growes, 
Quite oucr-cannoped with lufcious woodbine, 
With fweet muske rofes, and with Eglantine ; 
There fleepes 7)f*»**,fometimc of the night , 
Lul'd in thefe flowers, with dances and delight : 
And there the fnake throwes her cnammel'd skinne, 
Weed wide enough to rap a Fairy in. 
And with the iuyce of this He flreake her eyes , 
And make her full of hatefull fantafies. 
Take thou forne of it, and feek through this groue ; 
A fweet Athenian Lady is in loue 
With a difdaineftill youth : annoint his eyes, 
But doe it when the next thing he efpics, 
May be the Lady. Thou fhalt know the man, 
By the Athenian garments he hath on. 
Effe6t it with fome care,that he may proue 
More fond on her,then (lie vpon her loue ; 
And looke thou meet me ere the firft Cocke crow. 
Pu. Fearc not my Lord,your fcruant friall do (o.Exit . 

Enter Queene of Fairies , with her tratne, 
Qu y een 9 Come, now a Roundell,and a Fairy fong ; 
Then for the third part of a minute hence , 
Some to kill Cankers in the muske rofe buds, 
Some warre with Reremife, for their leathern wings, 
To make my fmall Elues coates,and fome keepc backe 
The clamorous O wle that nightly hoots and wonders 
At our qucint fpirits : Sing me now aflecpe, 
Then to your offices, and let me reft. 

Fairies Swg. 

Ton fpotted Snakes with double tongue 
Thorny Hedgehogges be not feene y 
Newts and blinde wormes do no wrongs 
Come not neere our Fairy Queene. 
Philowele with melodie, 
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Singin your fweet Lullaby. 

LullaM^lHttabyJullaJuiUJullaby , 
Nener harmejior fpe%,mr ch*rmc\ 
Come our lonely Lady me, 
So good night with Lullaby. 

2 . Fairy . Weauinv Spiders come not hetrt 
Hence you long leg y d Spinners, hence: 
Beetles blacks approach not neere ; 
Worme nor Snayle doe no offence* 
Philomele with melody , &c 

1 . Fairy . Hence away, now all is well; 
One aloofe.Jland Centinell. sheefi { 

Enter Oberon. 

Obex. What thou fceft when thou doft wake 
Doe it for thy true Loue take : 
Loue and languilh for his fake. 
Be ifc Ounce, or Catte, or Bearc, 
Pard, or Boarc with briftled hairc, 
In thy eye that {hall appeare, 
When thou wak'ft, it is thy dear*, 
Wake when fome vile thing is neere. 

Enter Lifander and Hermia* 


Lif. Faireloue,you faint with wandring in^ woo<fe 
And to fpeake troth I haue forgot our way ; 
W cell reft vs Hermia, if you thinkc it good , 
And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. BeitfoZyy^»^r; findcyououtabcd, 
For I vpon this banke will reft my bead. 

Lyf One turfe (hall fcrue as pillow for vs both, 
One heart,one bed, two bofomes,and one troth. 

Her. Nay good Lyfander, for my lake my decre 
Lie further ofFyet, doe not lie fo neere, 

Lyf. O take the fence fwcet,of my innocence, 
Loue takes the meaning, in loues conference, 
I meanc that my heart vnto yours is knit, 
So that bat one heart can you make of it. 
Two bofomes interchanged with an oath , 
So then two bofomes, and a fingle troth. 
Then by your fide, no bed-roome me deny, 
For lying fo, Hermia\ doe not lye. 

Her. Lyfander riddles very prettily; 
Now muchbefhrewmy manners and mypridcj 
If Hermia meant to fay, Lyfander lied. 
But gentle friend, for loue and courtefie 
Lie further off, in humane modeft y, 
Such feparation, as may well be faid , 
Becomes a vcrcuous batchelour, and a maide, 
So farre be diftant,and good night fweet friend ; 
Thy loue nere alter, till thy fweet life end. 

Lyf. Amen,amcn,to that fairc prayer, fay I, 
And then end life, when I end loyalty : 
Heere is my bed,fleepe giue thee all his reft. 

Her. Withhalfethat wifh,the withers eyes be preft. 

Enter Puche. They ficefc* 

Puckj Through the Forreft haue I gone. 
But Athenian findc I none , 
One whofe eyes I might approue 
This flowers force in ftirring loue. 
Night and filencc : who is hecre ? 
Wccdcs of Athens he doth wcarc : 
This is he (my maftcr faid) 
Dcfpifed the Athenian maldc 5 
And hecre the maiden flecping foupd, 
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Exit. 


0 ,Lle {hedurftnoc lyc 
N • -r»n thv eves 1 throw 

ciecpchi5reateonthyeyc.hd. 
sUUe^enlamgone: 

Porl* uftnovV t0 OW - 

g nt cr Demctrtm and Helena running . 

ti I Stay, though thou kill me,fweetc Demetrius. 
» ' I charge thee hence 3 and do not haunt me thus. 
HeL O witt thou darkling leaue me? do not fo. 
n , ' Stay oa thy perill,! alone will goe. 
VCt y J Exit Demetrius. 

Tjd Ol * m oUt °f breath,in this fond chace, 
The more my prayer,thele(Ter is my grace, 

HapPV is vvhercfocre ^ e hes 5 

Po : ftchath blcffcd and attraaiue eyes. 

How came her eyes fo bright? Not with fait teares. 

Iffo my c y es arc °^ ncr c ^ cn k crs ' 

NoWaiu^svglyasaBeare; 
For beafts that meecc me^runne away tor tcare, 
Therefore no maruailc,though Demetrius 
Doc as a monftcr,flic my prefence thus. 
What wicked and diffembling glaffc of mine, 
Made me compare with Hcrmixs fphcry eync ? 
But who is here ? Lyfander on the ground ; 
Dcadeor aflecpe? Ifcenobloud,no wound, 
Lyfander, if you liue,good fir awake. 

Lyf And run through fire I will for thy fweet fake. 
Tranfparcnt #V/<?^,nature her (hewesart, 
That through thy bo fome makes me fee thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius ? oh how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to pcrifli on my fword ! 

Hel. Do not fay fo Lyfander, fay not fo : 
What though he lpJiie your //^rw^?Lord,what though? 
Yet Hermia ftill loues you ; then be content. 

Lyf Content with Hermia ? No,I do repen t 
The tedious minutes I with her haue fpent. 
Not Hermia,but Helena now I loue ; 
Who will not change a Rauen for a D oue ? 
The will ofmanisby his rcafonfway'd : 
And rcafon faies you are the worthier Maide. 
Things growing are not ripe vntill their feafonj 
So I being yong,till now ripe not to reafon, 
And touching now the point of humane skill, 
Rcafon becomes the Marfhall to my will, 
And leades me to your eyes, where I orelooke 
Loues ftories,written in Loues ncheft booke. 

Hel. Wherefore was I to this kecne mockery borne? 
When at your hands did I defcrue this fcorne ? 
Ift not enough^ift not enough,yong man, 
That I did neuer,no nor ncuer can, 
Deferue afweete looke from Demetrius eye, 
But you muft flout my inefficiency ? 
Good troth you do me wrong(good-footh you do) 
In fuch difdainfull manner,me to wooe. 
But fare you well ; perforce I m*ft confcfTe, 

1 thought you Lord of more true gentlcneflc. 
Oh,that a Lady of one man rcfus'd, 

Should of another therc&rii^c abus'd. Exit. 

Lyf. Shefees not Hermit 1 Hermia &ccpt thou there, 
And ncuer raaiftjtbou come Lyfander neere ; 


For as a forfeit of the fwectcft things 
The decpeft loathing to theftomackc brings ; 
Or as the hercfics that men do leauc, 
Arc hated moft of thofc that did deceiue : 
Sothou,my furfeit,and my herefie, 
Of all be hated; but the moft of me ; 
And all my powers addrcfTe your loue and might, 
To honour Helen find to be her Knight. Exit. 

Her. Hclpc me Z^yWfr,helpe me ; do thy beft 
To plucke this crawling fcrpent from my breft, 
Aye me,for piety- what a dreame was here ? 
Lyfander lookejhow I do quake with fcare : 
Mc-thought a fcrpent eate my heart away, 
And yet fat fmiling at his cruell prcy # 
Lyfander^what remoou'd ? Lyfander, Lord, 
What,out of hearing,gone? No found,no word ? 
Alackc where are you ?fpeake and if youheaics 
Speake of all loues ; I found almoft with feare. 
No, then I well perceiue you are not nye, 
Either death or you lie finde immediately. Exit. 


JEtusTetiius. 


Enter theClownes. 
Bot. Arc we all met? 

j$uin. Pat, pat, and here's a maruailousconucnient 
place for our rehearfall. This greene plot iliall be our 
ftage,this hauthorne brake our tyring houfe,and we will 
do it in a£tion,as we will do it before the Duke. 

'Bot. Peter quince} 

Peter. What faifl thou,buily Bottome ? 

Bot. There are things in this Comedy of Tiramtu and 
Thisby y that will ncuer pleafc, Yix^Piramus muft draw a 
fword to kill himfclfe; which the Ladies cannot abide. 
How anfwerc you that ? 

Snout. Berlaken,a parlous fcare. 

Star. Ibeleeue we muft leaue the killing out, when 
all is dene. 

Bot. Not a whit, Ihaueadcuice to make all well. 
Write me aPrologue,and let the Prologue feeme to fay, 
we will do no harme with our fwords, and that Vyramn* 
is not kili'd indeede : and for the more better affurance, 
tell them,that I Viramm am not Piramus,bi\tBottome the 
Weauer* this will put them out of fcare. 

Qt*in* Wcll,wc will haue fuch a Prologue,and it fhall 
be written in eight and fixe. 

Bot. No,makc it two morc,let it be written in eight 
and eight. 

Snout. Will not the Ladies be afcar'd of the Lyon ? 

Star. I feare it, I promife you. 

2te*.Mafters,you ought to confiderwith your felues,to 
bring in(God fhield vs)a Lyon among Ladies,is a moft 
dreaclfull thing. For there is not a more fearefull wilde 
foule then your Lyon liuing: and wee ought to looke 
to it* 

Snout . Therefore another Prologue muft tell he is not 
a Lyon. 

iot. Nay,you muft name his namc,and halife his face 
muft be feene through the Lyons pecke,, and he himfelfe 
muft fpeake through,faying thus, or to the fame defcdV ; 
Ladies, orfaire Ladies, I would wifii you, or I would 

rcqueft 


